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O YOU remember the Peter Pan kites we made last 
March? Well, here is the so-called windy month 
again, and of course every boy and many girls are 
thinking about kites now. But this year, we are not 
going to talk about kites. I have a notion, though, that 
we would like to know something about the wind that 
makes the kites fly. What do you say to that? 

“Oh! I don’t like the wind,” says some one. 

“That is because you do not know all about it, and 
then you judge from the part you do not like. If we knew more about 
some of the things we do not like, we would become so interested in 
them that we would forget to dislike them.” 

“Do tell us about the wind, Peter Pan, because I think it is such a 
lot of fun.” 

“Well, I wonder if any of you know just what the wind really is?” 

“Tt is moving air,” replies Joe. 

“I guess you have been doing some reading or thinking, Joe, for 
that is the truth. But I wonder if you know what makes the air move?” 


“Yes, I think I do. I believe that it is something like what makes 
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the steam move up through the air from a teakettle. When water gets 
hot it gets lighter, and when it gets lighter it naturally goes up. Then 
when it goes up something has to flow in to take its place, and this makes 
a current that you can see. The difference is just in the direction of the 
current; and then,-of course, you cannot see the air.” 

“Well, that is a pretty good illustration, Joe, and quite true. You 
see, in some places the sun makes the air very hot. When the air gets 

hot it gets lighter, and rises. As 

fam it rises, other air has to rush in to 

BS take its place, and the air that 

rushes in is what we call wind. If 

you will hold your hand up over 

a stove or radiator, you can feel 

the hot air rising, and if you will 

wet your hand and hold it about 

two feet in front of the stove with 

ere your palm toward the heat, the 

“When water gets ey it old lighter.’ “palm will be warm, while on the 

back of your hand you will feel the cold air coming: in to take the 

place of the hot air radiating from the stove. Now that is just exactly 

how the wind is made. Of course the sun heats very large places in 

the air, and it takes lots of air to fill up the space of the vast amount of 
air which rises, so we have much wind at times. 

“Who knows what a whirlwind is?” 

“Tt is air whirling around,” says Mary. 

*“Yes, but what makes it whirl around? 

“You all seem to be very quiet, but I am sure that most of you 
have some idea of what makes a whirlwind. Let me tell you just 
how to find out. Take a pan of water, draw your hand through it and 
watch the little whirlpools that form. Well, that is very much the same 
way that whirlwinds form, but it happens in this way: 

“Sometimes a current of air traveling in one direction, meets a cur- 
rent of air coming from another direction, and they act upon each other 
to produce very much the same effect that you get in the water by 
moving your hand through it. We may say that it is like the edges of 
the two currents coming together in opposite directions, and causing 
little whirls. I have seen several whirlwinds all in a row, clear across 
a field, and I am sure that you have seen several come along close to- 
gether, one following another. Next time you see one, you will know 
just what is taking place. 

‘There are many other interesting things about the wind, and we 
could fill all of Wee Wisdom with facts about it; but it is all the more 
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interesting to us when we have to look up these things in books, and to 
find out from people we meet, and to study the wind whenever we are 
out in it. When we get interested in learning about wind, we forget the 
disagreeable part of it. 

“You know that the wind stirs the air, and in that way keeps it 
fresh. You know how a pond of water gets when there isn’t fresh 
water running through it all the time. Well, our air would not be 
fresh and sweet if it did not-get stirred up occasionally. 

“And now about the wind’s being disagreeable: It is only when 


‘Sometimes a ‘current of air traveling in one direction, meeis a current of air 
coming from another direction.” 


we resist it that it disturbs us. Resistance produces a kind of whirlwind 
inside of us, and the disturbance makes us feel all out of sorts. But on 
the other hand, when we go out and really play with the wind, it fills us 
with new life, and we thoroughly enjoy it. 

‘After all, the wind, like most everything else, is like we are in 
.many respects. You know we have lots of thoughts and desires, every 
day. Some of our experiences are in harmony with these thoughts and 
desires, and we get along very nicely. But let something come along 
that is opposed to the thought or the desire, and very often before we 
know it there is a mental whirlwind going on inside of us, and we be- 
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“When we get out into the wind.” 
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come all turned around. Suppose that we are very happy in doing some- 
thing, and some opposition comes along; right away we become sad. 
Now that sadness is only a sort of mental whirlwind that makes us lose 
our balance. We call these mental whirlwinds temper, brainstorms, tan- 
trums, blues, and a lot of other things that we do not need to mention 
here. But our study of the wind will help us to get rid of all these in 
the future. When these things come up, we know that we are meet- 
ing with some sort of opposing thought; the cure is to quit opposing 
anything and just stick right to the one idea that makes for harmony, 
paying no attention to anything that would disturb us. Of course 
sometimes the new idea that comes up is the best one, and then we must 
accept the new one and let loose of our old idea. That is one way 
we grow. We would become very narrow and one-sided if we did 
only just what we thought of. When we see some one who has a better 
idea than we have, we will grow more by accepting his idea. But if 
his idea is no better for us than ours, we must not oppose him. His 
idea may be best for him. To give full and free consideration to 
everything and everybody, and then take what seems the best from 
every point of view, is the sure way to keep the mental whirlwinds 
from forming i in us. Never interfering with what is best for everybody 
concerned, is the sure way to permanent harmony and, therefore, hap- 
piness. 

“When we get out into the wind we should not fight it, but accept 
it for just what itis. If we have to go against it, we need not resist, but 
merely meet it and grow strong in its presence. If it is going our way, 
we can run with it; so whichever way it blows, it can be made to 
help us. 

“It is just the same when we meet new conditions in life. If they 
seem to oppose us, we do not need to oppose them, but by carefully 
exercising our own self-control and using our brains and our hearts, we 
may grow strong in their presence. If we meet favorable conditions, 
we can accept them and go with them. In both cases, we can thor- 
oughly enjoy whatever comes. There is good in everything, and we 
can find the good, if we just go about it, instead of quarreling with 
circumstances. 

““Now by listening to the wind, it has blown a very good idea into 
our heads, hasn’t it? And, if we can get good ideas from the wind, 
we should be able to get good ideas from almost any source.” 


RECEIVING THE CHRIST 


““Whosoever shall receive one of such little children in my name, 
receiveth me: _and whosoever receiveth me, receiveth not me, but him 
that sent me.’ 
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The PROMISE, 


Chapter Five 

HE PROMIES, radiant in their new lights, leaned 
over the flowers and drank their delicious offerings. 
Oh! it was wonderful—this land of Growing Things! 
“Now, for rest,”” said Margaret, when she saw that 
her small charges had finished their repasts. There was 
not a pod in sight, but she knew the dear Father would 
provide. And, as she trustingly waited, soft fleecy cloud 
beds floated down about them, and soon each tiny 

Promie was nestling in the snow-white downiness. 

In perfect peace, Margaret sat down to wait. As she did so, she 
found herself resting in the arms of Mother Love. “Little Promise 
Girl, you are remembering fast,”’ said the sweet voice. 

“And I am so happy!” cried the child, as she cuddled closer. 
“T'll never, never let my lights go out again.” 

When the Promies beheld Mother Love, their joy knew no 
bounds, and each tried to be the first to climb into the welcoming“arms. 

After Mother Love had caressed the eager little creatures, she told 
them that the Great Planter had sent them seeds, and that each one 
was to have a garden of his own. And soon the land of Growing 
Things was a busy place, indeed. 

~ Margaret planted her tiny seeds and watched carefully over each 
one. There wasn’t a Promie who gave his garden more care. And 
at last the land of Growing Things was in full bloom. ; 

“Oh! Mother Love,” cried the earth child, “this is more wonder- 
ful than the most wonderful fairyland. Just to think that all this 
beauty came from those little brown seeds!” 

“Yes, dear, and it is because those small seeds willingly gave of 
themselves to others that they have blossomed into these beautiful 
plants. They gave their all, and they received a hundredfold. 
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““Now, this seed,”’ she continued, as she picked up one that was 
hard and dry, “had everything inside of it to make it grow and bloom. 
But it was not willing to give. So it ate up all the nourishment the 
Great Planter had placed in its shell, and then died. It died—never 
knowing the joy of giving.” 

Margaret had been deeply thinking. “Mother Love,” she said 
thoughtfully, “‘Promies are plants, also, aren’t they >” 

“Yes, my dear, they are the Great Gardener’s choicest plants, and 
they are placed upon the earth that they may reflect his glory. So 
bloom for him, my darling, that your lights may radiate his love to 
those around you.” 

“But, how can I bloom?”’ asked the child, earnestly. 

““We are nearing the land of Truth, dear. There, if you but listen, 
you will find out.” 

Even as Mother Love spoke, Margaret saw that the green on the 
way in front of them was changing to a misty blue. 


(To be continued. ) 


The jungle boy wilh lingers eals, a spoun is somelhing, 
er. 
He bies fo pul il in his moulh, bul crams il in his ear. 
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PETER’S ADVENTURE WITH THE BEETLE 
AGNES DEERING Moore 


. T WAS a warm sunshiny day, and Peter was lying out 
under the cherry tree, waiting to see what would turn 
up that would be interesting. For Puck had once told 
him that warm weather brought out all sorts of bugs 
and other insects. 

Peter’s attention was soon attracted to something 
moving under a large stone near by. He looked more 
closely and saw a queer, little, hard-shelled, black 
bug. Peter kept still for what seemed to him a very 
long time, but finally his curiosity got the better of him and he asked, 

“What kind of bug are you?” 

Much to his surprise, the bug answered him. “I am a beetle,” it 
said, ‘one of a very large family. Our real family name is Coleoptera. 
Isn’t it a pretty one? But we call ourselves bettles, for short. I am 
just a baby beetle. That is why I am hiding under this stone. I am 
just a bit shy, you know. Mother doesn’t know that I am so far from 
home, else she would be calling me. 

“T have many cousins belonging to different branches of the 
beetle family. I am very fond of my cousins, the tiger beetles. Baby 
tiger beetles get inside holes which they dig in the ground, and then 
they use their mouths as trap doors for unfortunate insects that fall 
into them. It is a very clever way of getting food, but one couldn’t 
call it exactly kind. 

‘Another interesting branch of the bettle family is the carrion 
beetle. The members of this part of the family act as sextons, under- 
takers, and grave diggers. You see, there are birds, frogs, mice, and 
other small animals that sometimes meet with rather unhappy acci- 
dents, so the carrion beetles bury them. I call that very decent of 
my cousins, the carrions. If you could realize how heavy a mouse is 
to one who is no larger than a beetle, you would agree with me. Of 
course several of them work on the same animal, you know. 

~ “The rove beetles are quite common, too. You have probably 
seen many of them, but didn’t know they were related to the beetle 
family. They don’t look a bit like the rest of us—not nearly so hand- 
some. But the members of the rove family are very poor; so poor that 
they can afford only their first outfitting of clothes. You see, the poor 
dears soon outgrow their baby clothes, so they have to go about with 
part of their bodies sticking out beyond their skirts. They are quite 
sensitive about it, too, and turn the exposed part of their bodies up in 
the air so that their clothes will not look so small. Now, how should 
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you like to stick out beyond your clothes in such a ridiculous manner >” 

“T shouldn’t like it at all,”’ said Peter. 

“Many people think that the part of the body that is turned, con- 
tains poison, but it doesn’t. My cousins, the roves, are just very mod- 
est, that is all, and as a result of this modesty they are often mis- 
understood.” 

a quite understand,” said Peter, who is a very sympathetic 

“Don’t interrupt,” said baby beetle. “It isn’t polite, and besides 
you get me all confused. As I was saying, this foolish modesty often 
gets them into trouble, as people are only too prone to kill bugs that 
they think are the least bit harmful. There are very few of us who 
really are, you know. 

“There is a branch of our family, though, I am sorry to say, that 
is quite destructive. Those who belong to this branch are called the 
buffalo beetles, and they eat woolen things and feathers. They are 
very unreasonable about it, too, and persist in keeping up this objection- 
able habit in spite of all that the rest of the family says or does about 
it. It is not that I feel sorry for the humans who treat us very badly 
— but it gives all the people a bad impression of all of the beetle 
family.” 

“T say,” said Peter, “how is it that you can talk? [| thought that 
only people and fairies could talk.” 

“T can’t, ordinarily,” replied the beetle, “but Puck gave me some 
fairy dust to eat, so that I could have a chat with you. You don’t 
know what a pleasure talking is to us. There is Puck, now, sitting on 
that dandelion just over to one side of you.” 

“No, is he?”’ said Peter, and turned to see Puck perched upon 
the dandelion blossom, as baby beetle had said. 

“Why, hello, Puck! How long have you been here? I have 
just had the jolliest talk with a baby beetle. I was so surprised when 
I heard it talk, that I nearly fell over. Only, I wish you had been here 
to talk to me instead, because the poor thing mumbled so I could hardly 
understand it. I think its tongue must have been a bit stiff, for it 
probably doesn’t get a chance to use it very often.” 

““No, I don’t allow them to talk very often,” said Puck. “‘It 
makes them a bit cheeky, if they do too much of it. But I find it quite 
convenient to have them talk at times when I am busy doing other 
things. While you are here I might as well tell you some more about 
the beetles, if you would like to have me.” 

“Yes, please do,” begged Peter. ““They are such interesting 
bugs and such a lot of fun to play with.” 

“Well,” said Puck, “play with them if you like, but you must be 
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very gentle with them when you do, for it hurts them if you hold them 
too tight. 

“T think I shall tell you about the stag beetles. They are very 
beautiful. They are the color of mahogany and are very good sized, 
as beetles go. They have rather uncertain dispositions, however, chi 
is quite unfortunate. I once saw a beautiful stag going at a great rate 
towards a brick wall. He evidently didn’t see the wall, for he bumped 
right into it. And what do you think that silly beetle did? He raised 
himself up on his hind legs and began attacking the unresisting wall, as 
though he were going to tear it down, which, you see, was a very fool- 
ish thing to do. I hope you never indulge in such fits of temper. Do 
you?” 

““Not very often,” replied Peter, “‘and when I do I get spanked. 
Are you ever angry?” 
TR ws Puck resumed his talk as though a question had not been 
asked. 

“And, you know, the infant children of the stag beetles, which are 
sometimes called grub worms, are too cunning! They are little, fat, 
white, greasy looking worms. You have, no doubt, seen many of them. 

“There are other beetles, too, about which I have not time to 
tell you now. If you wish to know more about them you can have 


your mother read you a book that tells all about beetles. Good-by. 
I promised Mr. Squirrel I would stop in and have a chat with him, so 
I must be going. See you again soon.” And Puck slowly disap- 
peared, leaving Peter sitting on the grass and wondering about beetles. 


WHAT I HAVE TO BE THANKFUL FOR 
Merry Mary 
I am thankful for the sunshine, 
I am thankful for the rain, 
I am thankful that I know the Truth, . 
That keeps me free from pain. 


I am thankful for ten fingers, 
I am thankful for ten toes, 
That I have eyes to see the birds, 
And everything that grows. 


I have so many “thankfuls” 
I’m happy as can be, 

I’m glad to say that every day 
Is Thanksgiving Day with me. 
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MARY 
F.E.P. 


There lived not long ago, in a very big house, a lovely little girl 
and her mother. The little girl’s name was Mary—a sweet name, 
because it calls to our minds the beautiful face that we have learned to 
love so well, the face of the purest of all maidens, she who was the 
mother of the perfect son, Jesus. 

But the little Mary of our story did not resemble that other Mary, 
because our Mary had not yet learned to demonstrate, even in a meas- 
ure, the perfection of the Son of God. 

The big house was surrounded by a big garden which was filled 
with lovely shade trees, where the singing birds built their dear little 
homes. Then there were flower beds there, filled with the most beau- 
tiful flowers, among which the bees, butterflies and insects were busy. 
Everywhere there seemed to be busy, happy life: only Mary remained 
unhappy and idle. She just lay on the grass, gazing around and 
wishing she knew what to do. 

“If only I had some one to play with;” she muttered, “‘it is so dull, 
all by myself.” 

“Not at all,” said a large bee, as he flew past. ‘“‘Just stir yourself 
up and look around. See what a number of people live in this garden. 
Talk to them. They'll be glad to share their daily experiences with 
you. 

This was a new idea to Mary, and not wholly unwelcome, so she 
replied, “Will you introduce me to some of the people?” 

“With pleasure,” said the bee. ““To begin with, there is my hon- 
orable self. I am not as you suppose, a bee, but a tree wasp. Come 
with me and see my dainty home. I have larvee babies inside, so you'll 
not intrude, but just admire the outside and I will tell you about myself. 
I am a queen. In the winter when the wind blows cold and all the in- 
sect life goes to sleep, I creep under the loose bark of the tree and wait 
for the warm sunshine to awaken me. ‘Then I start to work to make 
me a home. First I find a suitable place; usually an old bough of a 
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tree. Then I get my mandibles to work and tear off bits of wood. 
These I wet with moisture from my mouth and mold into a paste, 
which I stick on the bough. Then I procure more and more material 
and make it into a thin sort of paper, until, bit by bit, a bell shaped 
home is formed, filled with cells. Then I lay a few eggs. After that 
the hungry larvae demand much food and attention. They really are 
a great trouble, but by and by when they have gone through all their 
stages of growth, they become nurses and help me with my next lot of 
babies, for I bring up three families during a summer, before the winter 
stops my work. The last lot of children are mostly males, and they do 
not work.” 

Mary was greatly interested. “How wonderful and how beauti- 
ful!’”’ she exclaimed. “‘God knows how to provide for all his creatures. 
Thank you so much, Mrs. Wasp. I’ve been so happy.” 

““T am glad,” said the wasp, “but I have not told you half. Watch 
me each day, and you will find out just heaps and heaps more. Now 
I am off to the babies. Good-by.” And away she flew. - 

Mary looked at the strange and wonderful home before her. Then 
she watched the busy mother flying to and fro with food for her babies. 
She began to think thoughts of love, peace, and harmony, till presently 
the gurgling stream, the hum of the insects, the rustling leaves died 
away, and she fell asleep to dream a lovely dream. 

She thought that the grass, the trees, and the leaves were alive with 
fairies of every color and hue, and these all blended to make a perfect 
moving rainbow. ‘The fairies came towards her, singing and clapping 
their hands, and dancing for pure joy. The fairies’ song was about 
herself, telling her how she was regaining the kingdom within, with all 
of its beauty, love, and power; and that, if she would keep right on in 
the ~~ was going, she would live for ever and ever and be a bless- 
ing to all. 

(Colin Plumstead, the author’s brother, asks if there are tree wasps 
in America. You see, the Plumsteads live in Africa. Yes, Colin, 


there are.) 


JOHN'S GARDEN 
Maurice BELDING 
John and Dick each had a garden. 
Dick’s garden grew finely, and the flowers and vegetables grew like 
weeds. Dick kept the harmful insects away. 
But John’s garden did not grow well at all. The weeds grew so 


fast that he could not easily keep them out. The robins sang, “Cheer 
up” to him, but little did that encourage John. 
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It was not long till a heavy rain fell. Then the sun sent its bright 
rays, and John’s garden grew very rapidly. The vegetables and 
flowers were soon as good as Dick’s. 


When it came time for cold weather, John felt very sad to give up 
his garden. 
One day in December, Dick said to John, “Are you going to have 
a garden next year?” 
“Yes,” said John, “and if it doesn’t grow well I will remember 
what the wee robin said to me, and what the rain and sun did for me.” 
The next year John’s garden grew just as well as Dick’s, but 
John never forgot how his garden was saved by his three friends, and 
after that he never was easily discouraged. 
Maurice’s address is 219 Madison St., Traverse City, Mich. He 
also sends this verse, which he calls 
THE BRIGHT NEW YEAR 
On this bright and happy New Year, 
When each home is full of cheer, 
Let us praise our heavenly Father,— 
Also praise our Savior dear. 


A PICTURE THAT HUNG ON THE WALL 
Fay Mari£ EpMAN (age 12) 


Fay lives in San Diego, Calif., 1930 Irving Ave., and with the poem 
she sent the following very appreciative letter: 

My Dear Unity—I am the happiest girl in the world. I received the 
November Wee Wisdom in this afternoon’s mail. I have read it through 
now, and am delighted with it. The poem, “My Cousin Cal,” written by 
Imelda Octavia Shanklin, was the cutest poem I have ever read. The 
stories were wonderful, too. 

Before I received Wee Wisdom I drew a picture of a pitcher, a saucer, 
and a cup. It was a fairly good picture, I thought, for a twelve-year-old 
girl, and I showed it to my brother. He was making a fire in the stove at 
the time and did not have quite enough paper to make a good blaze. He 
looked at the picture, said it was good, took it, crumpled it up, and politely 
put it into the stove to complete his supply. I felt angry about it, but said 
nothing. I went back to my writing desk and wrote a poem. I am send- 
ing a copy to you. If you like it and it is good, I would be overwhelmed 
with joy if you published it in Wee Wisdom. That would be your Christ- 
mas present to me. Your made happy girl, a daughter of the West, 

Fay Marie Edman. 
A big picture once hung on a wall 
In a very curious and funny man’s hall. 
It was, indeed, so ugly of scene 
People wanted to put it behind a screen. 
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There were, too, other pictures on that wall. 

Some were big, others framed, others very small. 

Some were painted, others etched, and most were very tall. 
Oh! there were many pictures in that funny man’s hall. 


But that ugly picture, every one passed it up 

Because it contained only a pitcher, a saucer, and cup, 
Instead of flowing brooks and wonderful flowers, 
Fair ladies, animals, and princesses up in towers. 


But as time went on, an old lady came, 

She was white haired, tall, and had a queer name; 

She looked at the ugly picture, without looking at the rest, 
Without even going up close to it to make a test. 


When asked why she bought such an ugly picture, 

She described its meaning, starting with the pitcher. 
“This,” she began, “contains the products of love; 

When poured in the cup, it is pure and white as a dove. 


‘The saucer is the keeper, when the cup overflows with it, 
None can escape, no! not one wee little bit.” 
So you see ugly pictures of scenes 
Need not be put behind screens. 


All pictures of things have a meaning, 
Some of love or happiness, 

Some of faithfulness or beauty, 

Or thankfulness or kindness. 


DOLLY DIMPLES’ TEA PARTY 
THELMA STOWE (age 8) 

Dolly Dimples wanted a tea party for her birthday. She asked 
her mother if she might have it. Her mother said, “You can have a 
party if you will be good, but if you are ever bad, I will not let you 
have the party.” 

The next day was Dolly’s party. She invited her friends to her 
party, and her friends brought a handkerchief to her. She gave many 
thanks for the gift. Then they played many games. 

Dolly Dimples’ mother called them. They sat down on chairs 
and drank their tea and ate some cookies. Then they went home. 

They told their mothers what fun they had had, and their mothers 
said, ““When you have a party you shall invite her.” 


(Thelma’s address is Bartlesville, Okla.) 
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THE LITTLE BROWN SEEDS 
MariAN GARWwooD 


A mother flower grew in the yard, 
Right by our maple tree, 
And she kept her children—the little seeds— 


Safe in a seed pod wee. 


But in the fall the winds blew o’er 
The children on the stem, 

And in their gentle voices they 
All whispered soft to them, 


“We'll blow you to your soft warm beds, 
Down underneath the ground; 

And no one e’er will hurt you there, 
Nor will your beds be found!” 


So each brown seed was blown away, 
Some far, some very near, 

For two were right at Mother’s feet, 
And that is almost here! 


““Where are we?” said the little seeds. 
“On Mother Earth’s warm breast,” 

They heard a soft voice say to them, 
So they settled down to rest. 


All through the long dark winter’s night, 
They slept a long, long while, 

But the warm spring awakened them, 
Each with a happy smile. 


For it was warm and birds did sing, 
And buds were on the trees, 

And soft green grass, just sprouting up, 
Waved gracefully in the breeze. 


The golden sun beamed down on them, 
And in a month or so 

The seeds (no longer seeds) 
Saw their own leaves begin to grow. 


The twigs did sprout, and buds burst forth, 
And flowers bloomed so gay; 
Those wee brown seeds had grown as big 
As their mother had been that first day. 
(Marian’s address is Denver, Colo., 1153 York St.) 
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ELIZABETH 
Mary HELEN (age 11) 

Once upon a time there lived a little girl whose name was Eliza- 
beth. She lived in London, England. Elizabeth and her mother 
lived in a small court. They got a little magazine which was called 
Wee Wisdom.- It came from America. 

One day Elizabeth’s mother was taken ill. Elizabeth hardly knew 
what to do for her mother. 

Not far away there lived a famous physician. Elizabeth decided 
to have him come and see if he could cure her mother. The physician 
said her mother could not live. Then Elizabeth happened to think of 
Wee Wisdom. She asked the doctor if he would lend her the money 
to go to Kansas City. The doctor said, “Yes.” It was not long be- 
fore they were on their way to America. 

When they arrived at Unity Inn, Mr. and Mrs. Fillmore and 
Royal held good thoughts for them, and it was not long before Eliza- 
beth’s mother was well. 

They paid the doctor in a little while, and they lived in America 
for the rest of their lives. 


(Mary’s address is: Pittsburg, Kans., 1805 N. Broadway.) 


HOW TRUTH COMES OUT 
LUELLA ROELLIG 

I am a little girl ten years old. My name is Luella. I am going 
to tell you a story about my little dog. One day she ran away. We 
could not find her anywhere. My mother said, “Let us go into the 
silence.” Then all at once Mother said, “I see a little boy with the 
dog.” We prayed that we might find her, but the boy did not bring the 
dog the next day. So we prayed to God that he might send somebody 
to tell where she was. The next day a little girl came home from 
church, and stopping at our house said, “Luella, did you lose your 
pet>’’ I said, “Yes, do you know where she is?” “Yes, a lady has 
her, next door from me.” Going to the house, I found my little dog. 
She was so happy to seeme. The lady gave my dog to me, and I gave 
her a dollar. But my dog’s collar was gone. I said, ““You have the 
collar>’”’ She said, “No, I have not.” Then again I said, “Yes, you 
have.” She gave it tome. You see how our words are answered by 
God, and how the Truth comes out. 

Though Luella’s story has had to wait, it’s just as good now as 
ever, for Truth never spoils. 
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Out in the blowy days of March, 

With spade and hoe and garden rake, 
I sing and plan and work away, 

My early flower beds to make. 


The taunting Wind shakes all the trees, 
And pulls at me in noisy cry, 
As if to coax me to the fields, 
A running match with him to try. 


A robin hops up close to me, 

And searches on the brown earth bare. 
Sometimes a thin cloud scuds along, 

To scatter frost gems in the air. 
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And oe in a soft deep trench, 


Sweet peas I place in one long row; 
I plant these first, for I have heard . 
It takes them days and days to grow. 


With finest earth I cover them, 
Then leave them to the rain and sun, 


The faithful gardeners to God, 


Who grow his flowers, ev ry one. 


As soon as days are warm enough, : 
From beds where peonies have slept, 
I take away the grassy quilt, 
By which in winter snug they kept. 
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My climbing rose, against the wall, 
With watchful hope I train and prune; 
I know its buds, so tiny now, 
Will bloom for me in sunny June. 


And I shall plant some four-o clocks, 
Because from out each sweetened cup, 
On summer evenings, whirringly, 
The brilliant humming birds will sup. 


AD 
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In spring and summer, day by day, 
With trowel and with waterpot, 

I keep the rich soil clean and moist, 
When sky is dry and sun is hot. 


So round my and. work; 
The walks and beds I neatly keep; 


I tend my flowers when awake, 


And dream about them in my sleep. 
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ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Objec:—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no evil. 

Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month before the 
date of issue. 

Pins—Twenty-five cents each. 

Peter Pan Cap—A cap is given in return for the names of five new sub- 
scribers to Wee Wisdom. These may be sent in at one time, or as soon as 
each is secured. 


Dear Boosters—Royal has asked me to write you a letter this month. 
You know, I am now assistant secretary of the Booster Club, and Royal 
and I have wonderful times in our little home thinking out plans for you. 
We work together with the Boosters here at headquarters, and have great 
times at the Booster parties and Booster meetings. 

Last Sunday at our Boosters’ meeting, we decided that each child 
should give a verse from the Bible when he answered his name at roll call. 

Just think, boys and girls, it will soon be Easter! That means that 
spring will be with us before we know it. The little green things which are 
beginning to peep out at us from under the barren earth, express to us the 
glad tidings that Christ is risen. When we look at God’s beautiful world, 
and enjoy the warm spring days with their pattering rains, which make the 
grass, and buds, and leaves on the trees a beautiful green, and which make 
all the spring flowers burst forth, we realize that God exercises the most 
tender care for the smallest of his children. : 

Who will find the first robin? Royal and I saw one out at the farm 
last week. We have not yet found any forget-me-nots, but we are looking 
for them under the dry leaves. 

The Easter lily smiles at us on Easter morning, telling us that God made 
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all the beautiful plants to smile with blossoms on Easter day, because all the 
world rejoices that Christ is risen. 

Are you looking for the Easter bunny to bring you an Easter egg? 
Just go out and look for him. Maybe your very own bunny will be there. 

The Unity Sunday School is giving to each child a bulb to plant, so that 
Easter morning each I:ttle member will have a flower of his own. 

Remember, little Boosters, there is never anything really dead, but what 
seems so lives and will rise agdin to express God’s love in some manner 
when the breath of love touches it. This is Easter. Royal and I send love 
to every Booster in all the wide world. FRAN. 


Perth, West Australia. 

Dear Royal—A few boys and girls belonging to the Truth Sunday 
School in Perth, would very much like to join your Booster Club. We 
have heard all about it from our teacher, who reads a little bit out of Wee 
Wisdom every week. There are ten of us, and our names are: Dooly, 
Noel, Winnie, big Hazel, little Hazel, Vincent, Tommy, Harold, Harry, 
and Theo. We will try to be real “sunshiners” and see only good. We 
would like to have pins; so will you let us know how much Australian 
money we must send? We chose our secretary, Noel Biss. But as she is 
away on a long holiday, I am acting secretary till she comes back. With 
love from all, Hazel Reardon. 


Charles City, lowa. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—lI want to be a member of your Club. Though 
I am only an invalid boy of thirteen, I try in my little way to do all I can 
for others. I have to lie in bed all the time. We are not rich people, so I 
would be glad if you Wee Wisdom readers would send me something to 
read. I like books, magazines, or anything amusing to help pass the time 
away. I will answer letters if stationery and stamps are sent to me. Other- 
wise I can’t, because it takes so much money to buy medicine and to pay 
the doctor for his care of me. Elmer D. Hagelberg. 
After you begin applying the teachings of Wee Wisdom, you will not 
need a doctor any more, Elmer, because you will grow stronger every day 
and will soon be well; and you will be prosperous, too. 


Greentown, Ind. 

Dear Unity—I wish I could express my thoughts of love toward you 

for healing me so quickly when I was ill of scarlet fever. I am so grateful 

for the Wee Wisdom magazine. I think it is the most wonderful magazine 
for children that was ever published. Paul R. Fenn. 


Pleasantville, N. Y. 

Dear W ees—I am sure I am going to like Wee Wisdom more than I 
ever have before, for it has grown to be much larger and much more inter- 
esting, and is getting more so every month. I hope to pass my final regents’ 
examinations this spring. Do you know that in such a case you must say, 
“I am going to pass,” and if you have faith and study hard you will? 


WEE WISDOM 23 


Never say, “I don’t think I am going to pass,” for if you do say that you 
surely won't pass. I had my lesson in this last June, when I| took the re- 
gents’ examination. I said I didn’t think I was going to pass, and I didn’t. 
I'll never say that again; I am sure of that. I would like very much to 
join the Booster Club. Your loving new one, Burton Harshbarger. 


Cache, Okla. 
Dear Friends, Wees—As | have just gotten through reading the little 
magazine—which I enjoy so well—I thought I would write to you. I love 
to read the Booster letters, just fine. I joined the Booster Club and am 
going to try to get up a club here. Just as soon as | get the money, I’m 
going to send Wee Wisdom to some one of my little friends. Mother takes 
Weekly Unity and Unity Magazine, so you see we are interested in all the 
Unity papers. Mother and my sister got a Unity Prosperity Bank, and 
they have already filled it. I wish some of you Wees would write to me. 

I would be more than glad to hear from you. Your loving Booster, 
Theresa Banks. 


; Sutton, Surrey, England. 
Dear Unity—I am so glad to have Wee Wisdom every month. It 
helps me. I am at school and that will help me to find out the Truth. 
I am a great reader, so I love Wee Wisdom. I wish that it was larger. 
I like “The Promise Girl,” and the Bible Lessons. Last summer I went 
through Norway, Sweden and Denmark. ‘The birds and flowers were 
lovely. Yours sincerely, Ingred Kenyon. 
Ingred also sent a story of “The Little Girl Who Loved Birds.” 


Muromo Ranch, Private Bag, Umiali, Southern Rhodesia. 

My Dear W ees—I feel that I love you all just as though you were my 
very own, and because I love you so very much I want to ask you to do 
something for us all. Will you? I want you each to make a promise to 
yourself that you will never write to Wee Wisdom unless you tell in the 
letter of something you have overcome—some demonstration you have made 
over sickness, or error of some sort. Tell something to help us all, and to 
help those who have not come into the full knowledge of God's great 
Truth. You see, as soon as Wee Wisdom arrives, Joy says to me, “Mother, 
first read all the letters.” And when we come across a demonstration, we 
close our eyes and think a big, big blessing on that Wee—we thank God 
for his little faithful light beam. The other day Joy amazed me by saying, 
“Oh! well, there is nothing to give thanks for in this copy, anyhow.” So 
I said, “What about the lovely stories>’”’ ““They are different,” Joy replied. 
“They are just beautiful stories, not something that some of the children 
have really and truly done.” There, Wees, is the key—something that 
has been done. Joy is right. We want the living fire to make our Wee 
Wisdom the very best magazine ever published. Won't you help? Of 
course you can and will. We are sending Wee Wisdom to visit two homes 
where drink is blasting the lives of the families. We are hoping and pray- 
ing that the little children in these homes may in time be able to chase away 
that error and restore all the members to peace and harmony. Will you 
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help? Of course you'll gladly let your light shine to brighten those dark 
places. With my best love, Sister Flora. 


Accrington, England. 
Dear Silent Unity—Mother said our darling little cat will have to be 
killed unless you heal her. She says she has cancer or worms; she can’t 
tell which. We know you will start at once to heal her, because Mother 
says so, and that you love animals and little children. Your loving Wees, 
Maggie and Jack. 
Maggie and Jack, we wanted very much to write to you, but you did 
not give us your last name. Silent Unity began to pray for your little cat 
immediately, knowing that God’s will for all creatures is perfect health and 
happiness. 
North Battleford, Sask. 
Dear Boosters—I like Wee Wisdom and the Booster Club. I think 
they are the finest things out. Wee Wisdom cured me of flu, and it cured 
me of a sprain in my back, received when I fell off a horse. I was up the 
next day and the black and blue spot was not there, and the lameness was 
not in my back, either. I could get around fairly well. It was Wee Wis- 
dom and God that cured me. If it were not for Wee Wisdom I do not 
know what I would do. I will be pleased to correspond with Boosters, if 
they will write to me first. Yours truly, Jim Evans. 


Springfield, Mo. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou have visited me for five years, but this is the 
first time I have written you. I like you very much. I like ““The Promise 
Girl” and the Puzzle Page the best. I have been sick, but now I am well. 
I kept saying over and over, “God is my health, I can’t be sick.” I am 
going to join the Booster Club. Will you tell me how I can join? ‘Yours 
in Truth, Loretta White. 


Loretta, your expressing the wish has made you a member of the Club. 


Camptonville, Calif. 

Dear Friends—I have not written very often, but that doesn’t mean 
that I haven’t read and enjoyed Wee Wisdom, because I have. I love to 
solve the puzzles and I memorize most of the poems and read all the stories. 
There are only four children here, including myself. The others are, Nellie, 
Dorothy, and Earl. We formed a Wild Wood Club the other day, and 
our-only objects are to get tired through walking, keep out of the way, and 
be happy. It isn’t hard to be happy here. Nellie and Dot have been away 
for two months, and when good friends meet again there's apt to be quite a 
bit of happiness for every one; don’t you think so? February is the love 
month, and I started on the first day to be just twice as loving as I possibly 
can. My temper is an awful hindrance, but I am not going to lose it once, 


and Wee Wisdom will help me, I know. Lovingly, Elma Grant. 


New Orleans, La. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am so glad when you visit us. Mother is send- 
ing your traveling expenses for another year. I love “The Promise Girl” 


? 
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and the Magic Pillows, and oh! everything. I am eight years old, and in 
the third grade, and am taking the two grades together. My teacher said 
I had the best report in the whole room, and we have forty-five pupils. 
One of my little friends was angry with me the other day and | held the 
thought, “I love you,” and she came to me and wanted to play “It” with 
me. Sister tried the same thought, and it worked fine. We say the “Prayer 
of Faith,” every morning, and feel fine and we are so happy. Sister and | 
send love to all the Wees. From one of your little Wees, 
Amelia Cromwell. 


Louisville, Ky. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I think I owe a vote of thanks to you for your 
splendid stories and poems. I wish that you would come once a week in- 
stead of once a month. I enjoy especially the Bible Lessons, ““The Prom- 
ise Girl,” and the Puzzle Page. I would like to know if I can become a 
Booster, and I would like to have some of the Boosters write to me, so that 
I may get acquainted with them. I hope to go to Kansas City some time 
and visit your home. Sincerely yours, Elizabeth Kummer. 
Elizabeth, you are a Booster because yes have expressed the desire to 
be one. 


Mooreland, Ind. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—lI read your articles, and I like them. I say the 
prayer every night and morning, and it helped me so much with my lessons 


at school. Thanking you and the good Lord for your help, from 
Katherine Kerby. 


Manchester, N. H. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—lI certainly do enjoy your visits to me. A 
woman has formed a class here for little children, and I go to it. We call 
it the Wee Class. We now have a membership of seventeen, but we expect 
to have more. I look for you in the middle of the month, and oftentimes I 
am disappointed when I don’t find you at mail time. Yours truly, 
Olive Aver. 


Balne Lane, Wakefield, Y orkshire, England. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I was pleased to receive your letter, but sorry 
to hear that my year was up. But Grandma came to see me last week and 
she told me she would send the money for you to come to me another year, 
so I am expecting to see you any day now. My friends also look forward 
to your coming, for they read your stories. I should very much like to see 
my letter in print, as I have not yet seen a letter in print from England. 
Yours in love, Dorothy Speight. 
Baltimore, Md. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I have just finished the story about Thanksgiv- 
ing, and I know it will teach me a lesson. [I like all of your stories, but 
better than anything else I like “The Promise Girl.” Your friend, 
Dorothy K. Calvert. 
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Pioneer Ranch, Pritchard, B. C.. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy every one of your visits, and I read your 
stories and poems. I think your stories are awfully nice for any one to 
read. I hope one of the other Wees will write to me soon. From your 


little friend, Norma Redding. 


Mary Elizabeth and Charles David Morgan, of Little Rock, Ark., 
805 Byrd St., are going to organize a Booster Club and have sent for pins. 
They say that they love Wee Wisdom. 


Charles Whitfield, of Oakland, Calif., 3238 Adeline St., writes that 
he likes Wee Wisdom so much that he is going to try and get five sub- 
scribers, so that he can have a Peter Pan cap. Charles has never seen 
snow, except at a distance on the mountain tops, but some day he is coming 
to Kansas, his mother’s old home, and play snowball. 


Irene Thorell, of Loomis, Nebr., R. 2, asks that all the Wees hold 
the healing thought for Gladys Swanson, Irene’s friend, and a girl who is 
not very strong. Irene has subscribed for Wee Wisdom for Gladys. 


L. P. Thomas, of Byron, Ga., writes Wee Wisdom for the first time 
and says: “My not writing before does not mean that I don’t like you. I 
enjoy your visits every month. I like all of the stories; they have helped 
me so much. I hope you will continue your good work.” 

Loretta Kiser, of Union City, Tenn., 725 Vine St., liked her little 
friend’s Wee Wisdom so much that she subscribed for it herself. She is a 


new Booster and is going to write the Wees a long letter soon. 


Allen Dyer, of Los Angeles, Calif., is glad he is a member of the 
Booster Club and is quite proud of his pin. He says that Santa was very 
good to him and his mamma. 

May Silva, of Richmond, Calif., 235 4th St., is a new reader of Wee 
Wisdom. May’s grandma sent it to her for her Christmas gift, and she 
likes it very much. May sent us a story of “The Crippled Girl and the 


Pansy,” which we cannot use, because she did not tell the little girl how 
she could be healed. 


Mary Kountz, of East Liverpool, Ohio, 715 W. 8th St., asks the 
Wees to pray that she may learn her lessons quicker and more accurately, 
that she may make her grade this spring. Mary has been to school only 
two years. She is beginning to read Wee Wisdom for herself, and the 
magazine now goes to her in her own name. 

Alice Evelyn Smith, of Lake George, N. Y., writes that she likes all 
of Wee Wisdom’s stories, her puzzles and her poems. Alice says she will 
gladly answer every letter, if the Wees will only write to her. She wrote 
the following little poem for you all: 
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The snow has come 
From the sky. 

The crow has gone; 
When the snow came, 
Away he had to fly. 


Dear little Olive Peacock, who moved from Winnipeg, Canada, to 
Chicago, IIl., 8748 Indiana Ave., must have been a bit lonely in that city, 
which she found “so much larger than to what it is up in Winnipeg.” She 
sends in this verse: 

Among so many can He care? 

Can special love be everywhere? 

I asked my soul. Bethought me this: 

In just that very place of his 

Where he hath put and keepeth you 

God hath no other thing to do. 
Olive says she is trying te be a good girl and that they are getting along 
pretty well in Chicago. 


Carol Doran, of Syracuse, N. Y., 314 Lexington Ave., tells Wee Wis- 
dom that he likes to have her come to his house every month, and that he 
likes her story of ““The Promise Girl” the best, and “all the other stories 
just the same.” Carol is a Booster, now, and wears a pin. 

Marian Garwood, of Denver, Colo., 1153 York St., has sent the Wees 
a dear little poem which will be published. The title is “The Little Brown 
Seeds.” Marian got five red A’s on her report card. She writes that 
“Wee Wisdom is more beautiful every day,” and that when it comes she 
thinks she has to read it right away. 

Beatrice Ferguson, of San Francisco, Calif., 2126 Geary St., is a new 
Wee who likes Wee Wisdom very much. She has sent the Wees a story 
about Rabbit Peat, which will be published. Beatrice asks that some of 
the Wees write to her. 

Elsie Huxtable, of Arcata, Calif., tells Wee Wisdom, “I love your 
stories and poems. I like “The Little Girl Who Believed in Fairies,’ and 
your other stories. I wish we could have a bigger Wee Wisdom. My 
brother Donald likes the Magic Pillows, and Donald and I both like to 
read the Booster Club letters. I like writing letters to the dear little Wees.” 

Martha Lavell, of Minneapolis, Minn., 3524 Dupont Ave., South, 
writes Wee Wisdom: “Peter Pan is certainly a fine fellow, and I am 
trying to get one of his caps. I inclose the addresses of two children whom 
I have induced to receive your visits.” Martha also tells of loving to climb 
trees and to slide, also of some bumps on the ice when the kiddies laughed 
at her; but even the bumps and the laughs were fun to Martha. 

Madeline Florence Regan, of Los Angeles, Calif., 326 North Bonnie 


28 WEE WISDOM. 


Brea, tells the “Dear little Wees” that she enjoys Wee Wisdom very, 
very much. She also writes that her favorite story is “The Promise Girl.” 
Madeline has promised a story for you, Wees, because she so much enjoys 
all of your stories and letters. 

Winifred Browning, of San Francisco, Calif., 707-A Clayton St., asks 
that the Wees and Boosters help her with their prayers, that she may un- 
derstand her arithmetic. It was Winifred’s first letter to Wee Wisdom, 
and she tells of enjoying the stories very much. 

Edna Lorraine Merrill, of Colusa, Calif., Box 683, is one of the new 
Boosters of the month. Edna is only five years old, but has the Unity idea; 
she tells God every night that no matter what the next day is going to be 
like, she is going to be happy and thankful for his kindness to her, and she 
is going to think the sun is shining whether she can see it or not. 

Raymond Howell, of Seward, Nebr., 520 South Ist St., writes, “I want 
to ask you what I have to do to join the Booster Club?” Raymond, you 
are now a Booster member, and if you will look at the head of the Booster 
Club Department under the heading Requirements for Membership, you 
will see the reason why. 

Christine Hildner, of New York City, 1566 Ave. A, writes Wee Wis- 
dom, “How I enjoyed you during the year! You certainly were so sweet, 
and simple, and had cute little stories. Give my love to every member of 
the Booster Club and to the other subscribers of the magazine. My wish is 
that each may enjoy Wee Wisdom as I do.” 

Ruth Richardson, of Brooklyn, N. Y., 1238 Ocean Ave., has written 


~ Wee Wisdom many letters, but the reason they failed to reach Wee Wis- 


dom’s home is because Ruth “forgot to mail them.” Ruth’s present letter 
is mostly an interrogation point, and you Wees can guess what the questions 
were by the answers. You can secure a Peter Pan cap by sending in the 
names of five new subscribers.: These may be sent in singly, or all at once. 
We are very glad to receive stories from the Wees, but they should tell of 
good and happy situations and people, instead of discontented ones. Ruth 
wants some of the Wees and Boosters to write to her. 

Edward Richardson, of Utica, N. Y., 1554 Dudley Ave., wants the 
Boosters and the Wees to pray for him that he may write better and do his 
arithmetic accurately. Edward, you help, too, by saying, “The Christ in 
me is perfect expression through my writing and through my number work.” 
Boosters, don’t forget to help boost in this case. 

Helen Lawrence, of Minneapolis, Minn., 1121 4th St., is a Booster, 
although she will not know it until she sees it right here. You see she asked 
to be one, and that makes her one; and now what is up to her is to boost 
and to live the Boosters’ motto. Helen likes “The Promise Girl,” and 
“Peter Pan,” best of the stories, and she is greatly interested in the Booster 
letters. 
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LESSONS FOR_» 


IMAGE—LIKENESS 


Has your mother ever said to you, “Darling, you look just like 
your dear daddy”? 

Or, have you heard your auntie say to your mother, ““How much 
Junior’s expression makes me think of our mother!” 

Then, you may have heard your father say, “Junior is the image 
of me in looks, and just like his mother in disposition.” 

People nearly always try to find resemblances between the little 
folks and the relatives of the little folks. And some of us do look very 
much like other members of our own families. 

Persons who live together and who think alike, who love the same 
things, do look alike, nearly always, and they grow to look more and 
more alike, the longer they live together and hold the same kind of 
thoughts. In our lesson for last month, we learned that thoughts give 
shape and expression to our faces and to the whole of our lives. When 
we think about an action and repeat it many times, it becomes a habit 
with us. All of our habits, when spoken of in one word, are some- 
times called disposition. 

When in our faces and bodies we look like another person, we are 
often said to be the image of that person. When we love the same 
things and act in the same way that another person does, we are often 
said to be the likeness of that other person. 

If we are or are not the image and likeness of our parents or other 
relatives, we are the Image-Likeness of our great Father-Mother, whom 
we call God. 

We can become more like our Father-Mother by living with God 
in our thoughts. That is, by thinking over the goodness, the love, and 
the presence of him within our hearts. 

We know how it works. When we think of love and act lovingly, 
we become lovely and lovable. Even our faces change. The change 
comes into the face because there has been a change in the thinking, for 
thinking builds the face. God is love, and by loving we-become more 
surely his Image-Likeness. When we think health, we become more 
healthy. God is health, and by thinking of health we become more 
clearly his Image-Likeness. 
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In every good thought, we grow more and more into the Image- 
Likeness of our Father-Mother God, who is all that i is good and who 
is always good to us and to every one. 

Our relatives may be wise and beautiful and iil so that we can 
really be very happy in having our friends say that we are like father, 
mother, sister, brother. But we must look to the all-wise, all-beautiful, 
all-good God as the pattern for thinking. When we do this, all the 
wisdom and beauty and goodness of God work in us, to bring out the 
perfect Image-Likeness of the Father-Mother. Then we shall know 
how to live so near to God that he will tell us how to think, how to 
speak, how to act. 

The way in which we can increase our staid to God, is to 
think like this: 

“T am the Image-Likeness of my Father-Mother, the great, wise, 
beautiful, loving God.” 

By remembering the truth that is in these words, we shall never 
think of another as being unpleasant to look upon or to be near. For 
the Father-Mother has made us each to be an Image-Likeness, and 
the words will show us that others are also the children of God, hav- 
ing his wisdom, beauty, and love. It is good for us and good for others, 
when we think of every one in all the world in this way: 

“Every person in the world is the Image-Likeness of our Father- 
Mother, the great, wise, beautiful, loving God.” 

LESSON EXERCISES 

Tell why people sometimes look very much alike. 

W hat do we mean by Image-Likeness ? 

Tell why changes come into faces. 

How can we grow more into the [mage-Likeness of God? 


ALL HIS BENEFITS 


Three-year-old Marian had an aunt who frequently quoted from 
the Psalmist, 


Bless Jehovah, O my soul, 
And forget not all his benefits. 


The little girl took up the words, but this is the way she gave them, 


Bless Jehovah, O my soul, 
And I get all his benefits. 


The aunt thought the change such a strong lesson in faith that 
she now uses these words, too. You see from this, Wees, that you 
‘sometimes teach the grown-ups, who usually teach you.—EDITOoR. 


LULLABY. 


EDWARD GOWAR 


Rock-a-by Baby on Mothers knee 
Out on the porch, just Baby and me 
Just Baby and me, and a tiny wee 
star 
’ Up in the sky, oh! ever so far, 
While, over the treeiop the moon 
takes a pee 


p 
To see if the Rock-aby Babys asleep 
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rain. 


(=) ROUBLE hovered over Fairyland. A patter fell on 
= the leaves and grasses, at first just a few drops and then 
more and more, until finally the heavens poured down 


The little fairies were all out at play that morning, 
and some of them had chased sunbeams and butterflies 
a long way from their homes, and these were wet and 
draggled when they rushed pantingly into the throne 


room to find out why the older fairies had sent the shower and caused 


the disturbance. 


The Queen Mother sat on her rose-leaf throne, and the big tears 
which filled her eyes caused great confusion in Fairyland. The larger 
fairies jostled and questioned each other as to what could be the dif- 


“The heavens poured down rain.’ 
““What troubles you, dear Queen?” 

Now, strange as it may seem, the fairy Queen had no teeth and 

as a great festival had been decreed for Fairyland, the ruler knew that 


ficulty. The little fairies, 
while waiting, became as 
nearly cross as it is possible 
for good fairies ever to be. 
_ Finally, little Heartsease, 
in her purple gown, edged 
nearer and nearer to the 
rose-leaf throne and put her 
tiny hand on the Queen 
Mother’s dress. Then grow- 
‘ing braver, she asked, 
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she had great need of these members of the body, and she confessed 


her wish to her subjects. 

Then the royal guard assembled in the council chamber, to plan 
a way to gratify the Queen’s desire. Presently the members returned, 
and the favorite page explained that the babies of earth have lovely 
little white fairy teeth, but that as they grow older they lose the little 
teeth and receive larger ones, so why not secure the baby teeth? At 
that solution of the problem, smiles again reigned in Fairyland. 

That evening, hundreds of little fairy knights, armed with tiny 
hammers, flew down to 
earth. There they brushed 
their little wings over the 
children’s beds and peeped 
into each little mouth. They 
tapped and tapped on the 
whitest, daintiest teeth, until 
they began to loosen. Each 
night they returned to their 
work until each little tooth 
was almost ready to drop 
from its socket. Then came 
a night when the fairy band 
returned to Fairyland with 


all the little white pearly 
“Tapped on the whitest, daintiest teeth.” teeth which the Queen 


Mother needed, and there was great rejoicing among all her subjects. 

There was joy, too, among the children of earth, for the fairies 
had told them in their dreams that their little teeth were to be used by 
the elf folk, and that it was because the fairies had helped them that 
there was no pain in their loss. They told them also that they would 
give them stronger teeth, better suited to the needs of grown-up 


children. : 
And this is the legend of how fairy folks get their teeth. 


= 
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RABBIT PEAT 
BEATRICE FERGUSON (age 10) 

Once there was a little rabbit named Peat. He lived in the wood. 
Right near, some grass was growing, and every day Peat would go 
out to that place and eat as much as he wanted of it. One day, as he . 
was going out to get some nice green blades, he heard a noise. He 
listened for a moment. Then, suddenly, a big fox jumped from be- 
hind a tree and sprang at him. 

Peat ran as fast as he could, but the faster Peat ran the faster Mr. 
Fox ran. Peat knew that Mamma Peat and the babies were at home, 
and he did not want Mr. Fox to frighten them, so he ran as fast as he 
could the opposite way, with Mr. Fox following after him. Finally 
Peat came to a hole he had once occupied, so he jumped quickly be- 
hind a tree and crawled in. Mr. Fox sped by, not even noticing Peat 
in his hole, and thinking Peat was ahead of him. 

When Peat saw Mr. Fox disappearing in the distance he crawled 
slowly out and ran home as fast as his four legs could carry him. 
When he got there he saw Mamraa Peat and the babies, safe and 
happy, playing in the sun, and he was very giateful that he had fooled 
the sly Mr. Fox. 

(Beatrice’s address is San Francisco, Calif., 2126 Geary St.) 
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Lesson 13, MaRcH 27, 1921. 
THE LIVING CHRIST.—Matthew 28:1-10, 16-20. 


GOLDEN TEXT—I/ am with you always, even unto the end of the 
world.—Matthew 28:20. 


We learned last Sunday of Jesus’ crucifixion, and today we are to read 
the beautiful story of his resurrection. The two Marys journeyed to the 
tomb to view the body of Jesus, but there they wer: met by an angel of the 
Lord, dressed in dazzling white garments, who told them the good news 
that Jesus had risen from the dead. You see, Jesus proved that there is 
nothing to fear in what we call death. Have you noticed how the little 
seed which you plant in your garden seems at first to die? And then have 
you watched and seen tiny shoots and tendrils suddenly sent forth from 
that seed, and have you seen these grow and finally become a beautiful 
plant? All the while that this little seed was apparently dead, it was 
nourished by infinite life and love, and in the proper time it came forth as 
a plant. So all the time Jesus knew that there was only one Life, and 
through his knowledge of that Life he was saved from death. The women 
and the disciples were astonished to learn that Christ had risen, but they 
were also very much rejoiced. Oftentimes our good thoughts and intentions 
are in some way smothered, but if we truly have love in our hearts, the 
beautiful angel of the Lord will come and roll away the stone and let the 
loving Christ come forth in us, and our lives will be filled with peace and 
harmony and joy. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 


What is the stone that keeps Christ imprisoned in our hearts? Self- 
ishness. 


Who is the angel who rolls away the stone? Love. 
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Who are the disciples who rejoice? Our thoughts; they become happy 
and glad. 
HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—Christ is risen in me. 


Lesson |, AprIiL 3, 1921. 
THE IDEAL CHRISTIAN.—Romans 12:1-2, 9-21. 

GoLDEN TEXT—And as ye would that men should do to you, do ye 
also to them likewise —Luke 6:31. 

Why is it that boys and girls feel that they must love and obey their 
parents? It is because our parents first loved us, and because they do so 
very much for our happiness and welfare, is it not? Now think of how 
wonderfully loving and kind God is to us, and what a lot of consideration 
we owe to him. Paul beseeches us in today’s lesson to do many things for 
the Father, and he tells us that chief among these things is to love our 
fellow men. This does not mean merely, “You love me and I'll love you,” 
but it means to give a genuine love which puts others above oneself; a love | 
which is Willing to give and to do for others before all else. It is easy enough 
to love and be kind to those who love us, but how easy is it to seek out the 
ones who are not generally beloved, and be kind and good toward them > 
There is something lovable about everybody, but if we have not the eyes 
of Love, we can never find it in some people. When, however, we have 
once discovered their lovable traits, then we never again can see anything 
but good in them. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

How many, of the things are you doing which Paul in today’s lesson 

asks us to do? 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssSON—Infinite Love guides all my 
thoughts and acts. 


Lesson 2, ApriL 10, 1921. 

BIBLE TEACHINGS ABOUT HEALTH—I Cor. 6:19-20, 24-27. 

GoLDEN TExT—Every man that striveth in the games exerciseth self- 
control in all things——I Corinthians 9:25. 

Do you notice that our lesson today says that the body is God’s temple? 
It doesn’t say that some bodies are his temple, but it makes it plain that 
every body is a temple of God. Then we cannot call our bodies sick or 
weak or ailing in any way, can we? To keep God’s temple holy and 
beautiful, we must keep out all such thoughts, for they destroy the perfect 
workmanship which the Father has put into our bodies. If the body is 
God’s temple, then there is no place in the body where God is not; God 
and sickness or pain cannot abide in the same spot. If we will always re- 
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member whenever we think we feel a pain, “God is there,” then the pain 
must disappear. When you bring a light into a dark room, the darkness 
disappears, and as long as the light remains the darkness cannot return. As 
long as we are conscious of God’s presence within us, no dark thought of 
sickness or weakness can enter. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssON—God in the midst of me is 
mighty life and health. 


Lesson 3, ApRIL 17, 1921. 
BIBLE TEACHINGS ABOUT WORK.—Mark 6:1-3; John 5:17; 
II Thessalonians 3:6-13. 

GoLDEN TEXT—WNot slothful; fervent in spirit; serving the Lord.— 
Romans 12:11. 

Though Jesus taught and preached in many places, his heart yearned 
for his boyhood home -and acquaintances, and finally he determined to 
return; so in today’s lesson we find him in Nazareth. Jesus’ friends mar- 
veled at his wisdom, and they inquired one of another, “Whence has it 
come?” and “How does he do these mighty works?” They remembered 
him as a carpenter, the son of a plain carpenter, and they were astonished. 
Jesus gave them a lesson on working. He pointed out to them that every 
man should be busy; and we all know that a man who does not idle away 
his time is both happy and prosperous. Jesus said that those who did not 
work should not eat, meaning that we should always be willing to give 
value received for all things. Do you not enjoy things more when you feel 
that you have earned them yourself in some way? ‘That is what Jesus 
meant. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

Jesus was a carpenter; was that any reason why he should not be the 
Son of God? No. We are all the sons of God, no matter what our oc- 
cupation may be. 

What did Jesus mean when he said, “My Father worketh even until 
now, and I work”? He meant that God had set him an example which 
he was trying to follow. 

Explain Jesus’ attitude with regard to work, and why it is good to 
keep busy. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—/ am happy in doing the 
work of the Lord. 


THE GOOD SHEPHERD 


“‘He maketh me to lie down in green pastures; 


He leadeth me beside still waters.” 
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BLANCHES 


_ Today we are having, at “Friendly Maples,” a wonder day. 
Now a wonder day is not at all like an ordinary day. It is a day when 
there seems to be a sweet mysterious tone in the harmony that is nature. 
It is something that is very much easier to feel than to explain. I think 
that most such days come in the fall time—at least in this part of the 
country. Once in a while, however, there comes, in the late winter or 
early spring, just such a day as this—all soft and gentle, with the 
sting of winter gone or lulled to sleep for awhile. 

Of course spring isn’t here yet, and there may be some cold winter 
days before she comes, but today is a beautiful song, telling us that 
spring will come, and bidding us prepare for the planting. To be 
sure, there are no outward signs of spring. From my little square 
window I look off across the brown fields to the grove of leafless trees 
on the other road. There is nowhere a spear of green, but through 
the open window a gentle little breeze me against my cheek and 
says, 

“We're not letting Mother Nature fool us with her old ieting 
dress, are we? We know that way down underneath, things are 
breathing. Come on out and get your feet on the ground, and you'll 


2 


_ almost be able to feel things moving down there.” 


The little breeze is right. I went for a walk this morning, for 
there’s nothing like a walk to get the wonder out of a day like this. I 
walked down the lane to the big road; I passed the place where we are 
going to plant our garden (we had it planned last fall), and there it 
lay with all its black richness turned up to the sun and rain. [ sort of 


felt that it was saying, “I am ready and waiting for you to do your 
share.” 


“ I picked up a clod of black earth and crumbled it between my 
gers. 
“Just a little wet, yet,” I said, “but soon it will be time,” and I 
smiled for I saw in the nice earth the fine tomatoes and cucumbers, the 
peas and beans, that we will enjoy later in the year. That is one of 
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the pleasant things about a wonder day. One can see so clearly things 
that are not visible at all to the outer eye. 

Even Dennis knows that there is something great about the day. 
He races up and down the lane, with now and then a high leap—for all 
the world like a jack rabbit. 

And the birds—why the big bare maples are full of them, all sing- 
ing and talking about locations for spring building, I sappose’ 

A moment ago a rap tap tapping called. me to the window, and 
there in the dead apple tree, down in the corner of the orchard, was a 
red-headed woodpecker, tapping away for dear life. He was just by 
the hole where Mrs. Woodpecker raised her babies last year, and | 
like to believe that it is the same family, and that they will repair the 
home and use it again this year. Att any rate it is an excellent house 
for woodpeckers and flickers, and it will probably not lack a tenant. 

As I write, the most glorious part of oury §wonder day has come. 
There is a brilliant streak of orange low in‘the western sky, against 
which the grove of bare trees stand plainly outlined. Slowly, as I 
look, the orange sinks into purple stripes beneath. The wonder day is 
ending, but with its close comes such a happy thought that I must pass 
it on to you. 

Perhaps wonder days do not come just at certain seasons, after all. 
It may be that they come from the inside instead of the outside. Every _ 
day may be a wonder day for some one. Possibly, telling of our won- 
der day may start the music of a wonder day for some of you. We 


hope that this may prove true, for the larger part of every joy is the 
sharing of it. 


PUZZLE PAGE 


1. Spell this correctly : 
Annoys annoys annoys ter. 


2. Add nothing to this sentence to make it read alike from either end: 
Nmeln, nmeln. 


SOLUTIONS TO FEBRUARY PUZZLES 
1. The letter “E.” 
2. Nothing (“O”). 8888 
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You know how 
happy it makes you 
when Auntie or Un- 
cle comes to pay you 
a visit. Well, Ned, 
Trixie, and Baby 
Grace are delighted 
when their aunt 
comes to stay with 
them awhile. For 
Aunt Joy can tell the 
best stories; and lit- 
tle Grace learns from 
her not to be afraid 
in the dark; and as 
the children: gather 
about her daily, she 
explains about the 
tiny seeds —how 
God puts the little 
know into them which 
makes them grow; 
and she tells them 
things about heaven, 
the angels, and the 
great white throne 
which they had never 
heard of or thought 
of before. 

ae page of the story is so full of interesting things about 
Mamma and Papa, the neighbor children, and different visiting 
friends of the family. 

One of the Wees who belongs to a Unity household, makes her 
father or mother read over and over to her some of the chapters 
which she likes best. Of course, older children enjoy reading this 
fascinating story for themselves. They say that it helps them so 
much in their games and studies. This is one of the few books for 
— that is just as entertaining for grown people as for the little 

olks. 

Everybody in the family will be deeply interested in “Wee Wis- 
dom’s Way.” 

A very fine edition with beautiful pictures, is $1.50; board 
binding, $1.00; paper, 75 cents. 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY, 
Tenth and Tracy Avenue, Kansas City, Missouri 
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Little lad, with hands in pockets, 
Whistling down the street, 
Listen! I will give a whistle 

That you cannot beat. 


First, I call the Windlets to me 
Hold them in my cheek, 
Then I let them loose together— 
Wasn't that a shriek? 


SSS 


SS 


You may practice long and steady, 


S 


YY ‘Ere you make a sound so neat, 
Yy Little lad, with hands in pockets, 
Whistling down the street! 
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